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IN THE TWILIGHT,

In the days that are gone forever
You have wr](-{:‘me the twilight dim,
And watched for the stars’ faint gleaming,
Far down the horizon’s rim.

Then your heart was so gay and happy
In the soft and tender glow,

That it revelétl in all the fancies
That a care-free life can know,

Xou have sung with the gushing gladness
Of a heart unused to pain,

With never a note of sadness
To burden life’s sweet refrain,

With the blessed home ties unbroken,
With the voices you love so near,

No gathering gloom could darken
The joy that shone bright and clear.

But to-day, as the shadows gather,
Your heart with its grief is sore,

As you long for the sound of voices
That are heard on earth no more,

In the quiet and rest of twilight,
All the grief of the by-gone years

Comes back, till the heart o’erburdened
Is numb with the weight of tears.

But the twilights of life are fading
Into heaven's unclouded day,

Where await us the joy and gladness,
That earth’s sorrow has swept away.
h, to sing with a heart unfettered
By a thought of pain or woe!

Oh, to find in the realms of glory
The Joved ones of long ago!

~Laura Wilson Smith, in Zion's Herald.
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O you're going to settle in

Black Isettle,” sald the edi-

tor of DPoncho Headlight,

after he had greeted his
old college mate from New Englaud.
He put his feet across the pine table,
lighted his corn-cob pipe, and con-
tinued: “You won't mind if I give
you a little advice, Tom, will you? No?
That's right, 1t can't hurt and it might
help you, Don't mix up in politics
Just yet. Things are rather unsettled
in that line in Black Kettle, and belng
a stranger and of course a tenderfoot,
you might accidentally get into the
bad like poor Bob Sturgls did,

“I'll just tell you about Bob and it'll
help you to appreciate the situation
better than any amount of cautioning
or lecturing might do. 'I'iree years ago
Bob came through Poncho just like
you, He was tired of the big towns,
wanted to grow up with the country
and asked me to advise him. Black
Kettle was just settling up then, and
I told him he might hit it better there
than anywhere elge, I don't think I ex.
aggerated the merits of the vicinity,
but at all events Bob got enthusiastic
and picked Black Kettle ag the place
of the whole world where he wanted
to settle, '

“I gave him letters to Batt Grase
muck and Jim Trefny, the politicians,
and another letter to Pip Houck, the
editor of the Black Kettle Torch. Pip
had been a prioter in the Headlight
office, had naturally branched out as
an editor, and by all reports, was fast

*Dox'r MIX UP IN POLITIOR JUST ¥ET,"

becoming a leading citizen of the new
town of Black Kettle, Well, Bob
Sturgis went down there full of high-
minded hopes, fired with an ambition
to become a power In the community
and confident that my letters intro-
ducing him to the two foremost poli-

ticlans and the only editor in town |

would give him a running start, Well,
they did. In a year Bob was County
QCommlssioner, and lls name appeared
fn the Torch with significant regu-
larity,
“During the second year, as I found
by continuous reading of tho Toreh,
Black Kettle Democracy got split up
into two factions. Sturgis became the
leader of the law and grder element,
and crystallized his organization under
the name of ‘The Anti-Horse Thief As.
soclation,” The opposing factlon was
made up of cowmen, gamblers, oblique
politicians and gamblers, who, while
mot in sympathy with the Anti-Horse
Thief Assoclation, were yet at variance
with the Republican party of the coun-
ty. The Torch was Democratie, and
I noticed that it was coustantly in a
state of editorial hesitancy between
Bob Sturgls’ outfit and the out and out
lawless clique wliich represented a
good half of the party’s strength, Fin.
ally I rend in a cavefully worded ait.
cle descriptive of the Democratic con-
vention the news that there had been
establisied a pact of pence and co-op-’

Associntion and the less prudish-wing
of the party.

“Thereafter Bob Sturgis’ name
dropped suddenly out of the columns
of the Torch, and I guessed, with rea-
gon, that the bald truth about the
situation was that the horse thleves
had ecaptured that convention and Bob,
refusing to amalgamate with the vies
torg, was to be relegated to private
life. 'The Torch began to blaze with
trinvmphant editorials about a ‘reunited
party.” I't was about two months after
this situation bhad developed when I
read one morning in the Black Kettle
Torch the following brief obit.:

“‘ROBERT STURGIS,

“‘County Commigsioner Robert Stur-
gis died last SBaturday evening, He was
buried Tuesday at the Willow Creek
Cemetery., He wag born In Boston and
has been an honored citizen of Black
ISettle for the'past two years.

“Now that insignificaut notice of the
passing of a prominent citizen of a
small frontier town arounsed my sus-
picion. Bob had been my roommate
at college, and I didn't like Editor Pip
Houck's nonchalant manner of dis-
migsing the memory of a man who was,
at least, a8 ,'.'uml as the average citizen
of Black Kettle,
got no answer, Then I got on
train and went to Black Kettle,

the
I met

Club saloon., They all knew me, and
| I entertained them with the news of
Poncho, a few fresh gags from the
‘m:ls:rwl show and some stories that
‘:lmu':llw] to thelr peculiar ideas of
wit. When I got 'em all in good humor
I looked up suddenly and said: ‘By
the way, boys, what happened to Bob
Sturgis?*

“Well, Tomw, upon rny word, iIf the
devil himself had popped up between
us they conldn’t have been more scared,
Every man of them turned on his heel
and walked away without a word, Of
course that made me more curious than
ever., I walked over to Fred Bogg's
bank and put the question squarely at
him. ‘What did Bol Sturgis die of ?
but Doggs only got pale, fumbled at
his watch chain and said ‘he didn't
pay mueh attention to politics,’
“Finally I went over to the office of
the Torch and asked Pip Houck, He
got nervous at once, got his pistol out
of the drawer, slipped it in his pocket,
and asked me if I'd ‘mind walking
down stairs with him.! We went down
Into the dirty, damp, dark cellar under
the Torch building, and there in a
whisper the editor cautiously de-
manded a promise that 1 would not
‘make a fuss' if he told me about Bob,
I promised and he sald: “Truth about
it Is the boys killed Bob, but of course
it wouldn't look good for the town to
say so. They give him a funeral and
all that, but they don't want no fuss
made about the killing, You see, Bob
never would get in line. When the re.
organization of the party took place
e just kicked over the traces and kept
on standing out for reform and such
truck, Trefny and Grassmuck and all
the cowmen arvgued with him, but
‘twan’t no good. He'd just up and tell
'em that he meant to progecute, and
If necessary, hang all the horse thieves
and law breakers he could lay bis
hacds on,’

“*And
Houck.

**Why, then," he said, ‘they Just had
to kill him,”

“Now, Tom,” resumed the editor of
the Poncho Headlight, “Black Kettle
ie a good town all right, and after
you get used to the free-and-easy at-
mosphere you'll like it first rate. But
take my advice, don't gét mixed up in
politics until you know exactly ‘where
you've at)”—John H, Raftery, in the
Chicago Record-Herald,
—————e———————

WISE WORDS.

then what? I asked Pip

Much kindred, much trouble,~French
proverh,

An inpocent heart suspects no gulile,
—TPortuguese proverb,

I had rather do and not promise than
promise and not do.—A, Warwick,
Betier a friendly denial than an un-
willing compliance,—~German proverb,
Sikence, when nothing need be sald,
Is the eloquence of discretion.—Bovee,
A hundred years ecannot repair a
moment's logs of honor,—Italian
proverb,

The worth of a State, in the long
run, I8 the worth of the individuals
composing It.~J, 8. Mill.

What an absurd thing 1t is to pass
over all the valuable parts of a man,
and fix our attention on his Infirmitics,
—Addigon.

The way to rise above the disap-
pointment is to fix owr eyes not on
others or on our own failures, but
on the mark, and press toward that.”
—H. W, Foote,

Let us do the most we can to make
the home a place where the children
shall grow helpful, natural, happier,
toward the noblest manhood and wom-
anhood.  Let us remember that i; i
the little things that make up. the at-
mosphere, The kind word to the child,
the llttle fault-finding, the little
nagglog—it Is just these Ilittle tiny

BILL ARPS’ LETTER

William Had Heart Trouble and
Thought His Time Had Come-

TOOK MORPHINE, DREAMED DREAMS

In Hallucination He Quotes Jingling
Poetry-——Says Hg WIll Survive the
Wreck of Matter and the Crash
of Worlds.

If anyone olse was concerned I
would not write this sick letter, but
it may benefit others who are similar-
ly affected. I have been a very sick
man and hardly expected to see my
next birthday, but I have scuffled
through and am now on the upgrade,
One of my faraway boye wired to
me to work on my stomach and I
would get well. He might as well
have wired: “Keep on living and you

So I wrote to Plp and |

Batt Grassmuck abd Jim Trefuy aud |
the other local politicians at the Jockey |

things that make the comfort or dis. | .
edmiort of the ik

will keep living on.”

No, it wasn't my stomach, It was
| higher up, where the left ventricle of
the heart had got walled in and the
trouble was what the doctor calls the
angina pectoris, and my left arm was
helpless. For two days and nights I
guffered more real agony than I ever
suffered in all my life, Our doctor boy
was heére from Florida, and knew ex-
actly what was the matter, and I took
&ll hig medicine, but got little relief,
and I was willing to die to get out of
pain. Finally he gave me morphise
fn both arms and I went off to sleep
and rest. Those morphine dreams
and visious are always a miracle to
me. I thought that in his talk about
my trouble he called it angelina pee-
torig, for I don't hear well now, and
I got the refrain on my mind, that
pretty verse from Goldsmith's “Her-
mit.”

“Turn, Angelina—ever dear—
My charmer turn to see,
Thine own, thine long-lost William
here, ’
Restored to heaven and thee.”
Ever and anon I could hear it rain-
Ing on the tin roof, but it didn’t rain
a drop., All night long [ was mumur-
ing, “Turn, Angelina, dear.” I couldn’t
stop it, nor think of anything elge to
say, but I wasn't restored—next day
I got some better, and as I hadan't
taken any nourishment for three or
| tour days I craved something acid, and
like a foolish boy eat a small piece of
\ huckleberry ple for supper, which they
‘ told me not to do. That set the dogs
| tr barking about mid-night and set
me back just where I had been, and
| the doctor's work all had to be done
over again, Emetics and hot baths
and hot water bags and more mor
phine finally brought relief. That
night after supper the young people
had the dining room table cleared off
and were playing that pretty little
childish game called ping pong or
ding dong or Hong Kong, or some out-
landish name with itg tinking balls,
and so I got another refrain and was
murmuring ping pong, ding dong and
ding dong bell all night. One of my
boye, who g always punning, told his
| mother that huck'eberry ple business
| was slmply a case of too much ple
eaty, and they tried to make me
smile, but they couldn't. I was past
all wit and humor and puns and jokes.
But I am done with huckleberry ple
and huckleberry cordial and Huckle-
berry Finn and any other huckleberry,
Only last Baturday my only brother
died suddenly of heart fallure away off
from home, His time was not out,
for he was nearly twenty years young-
er than I am, and now, alas! I have
no brother, and he was always a good
brother to me, But almost everybody
Is threatened wilh heart fallure now,
and so I am looking out for it, but
don’t want it to come along the Ange-
lina line,
derful and mysterious organ of our
anatomy. It is called the seat of af-
fectlon, the desires and the emotions.
The organ of love and hate and joy,
but it is not. It is mentioned in the
Bible more than six hundred times,
and always In connection with our
good or bad traits, but it Las nothing
to do with feeling or emotion or
character. It I8 nothing but a fleshy
pulpy organiem, a mechpnlcnl contriv-
ance, and bas to be carefully nursed
or it will rebel. It is the engine that
drives the whole anatomical machine.
| It overworked, or overfed with ice or
tobacco or anything else it will work
on falthfully until it ean't work any
longer, and then gets discouragefl and
dies suddenly at its posi. The book
says that but little was known to' mea-
lcal seience concerning the heart unth
the elghteenth century, and that with-
In the last fifty years many books have
been written, and now nb part of the
human system ‘Is better understood
or, more satisfactorily treated. Thys
digease called angina pectoris, 18 dg
red to be the most ( g
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The heart is the most won- |

Mated 18 8o just and emi

{ng death, If I had read that while I
was suffering I should have surren-
dered, but the doctor wouldn't tell me
nor let me read it. He says it is better
to minify rather than -to magnify the
apprehengions of his patieats, But
the young people ought to be told; told
often and earnestly, that they can't
fool with the heart. A boy who smokes
clgarettes on the sly js storing up
trouble that' will surely come home
and sap his manhood and shorten his
hig life. This is so well known now
that good men will not employ Loys
who smoke. Ome vice calls for an-
other and a news manager told me
the other day that one of his news-
boys skipped some of his patrons
every week so as to have & paper or
two to sell and get money to buy ci-
garettes. Of course he discharged
him,

It ig pleasant emtertainment to lis-

ten to a doctor tell of his varied expe- |

riences and this one uttered a truth
the other day that ought to provoke
gerious thought in every parent's bo-
som, He says that his greatest foe
in the treatment of discases of chil-
dren is their disobediénce to (heir
parents and it !s most generally the
mother's fault. They will do things
that are forbidden, but she overlooks
thelr disobedience and so when they
zet sick they will not take the physi-
clan's medicines without force or a
struggle, and If the doctor ig not therg

o force it the mother lets the timg
pass rather than hear the screa.ns a
cries of the child, Not half the pf
rents enforce obedience from thg
children. Prompt and willing obel
ence should be the first lesson taugt
& child, Their happiness depends )
on it and so does the mother's pere.

We old-fashioned people have ut
little patience with a generation at
is trying to reform the world with pw
methods—abolishing the ways of ieir
forefathers—raising children onove
ingtead of discipline and filling § the
schools in the Iand with athletic ports
and intercollegiate contests. What
honor, what manliness is thfe in
kicking a ball or batting one ofwrest-
ling or rowing a boat? Thes sports
have gotten to be the most iportant
part of the curriculum andfill the
dally papers with pictures aa thrill
ing reports of the games. [t is all
an “ignis fatuus” thet foolsthe bovs
and make them think theyhave ac-
quired an education, Whenhey went
to vollege their parents hadond hopes
of them—when they cam out that
hope is gone, for they a; unfit for
business or the duties of fe.

While I was half recgering from
the morphine state I got § ruminating
about the value of thing and I com-
pared good health and ,omestic hap-
plness and the love anf devotion of
wite and children with ame and pow-
er and wealth and anpition and the
very thought of them {cken-d me.

I wouldn't give a d shower of
rain just now for Roogvelt and all he
has got or ever expets to be. But I
love Roogevelt becaup he hates Miles
and I love Miles licause he hates
Roosevelt, and I depise them both—
“Turn Angellna"—png pong. And
last of all came Saan, They are for
war. They kill & tousand negroes to
our one. They mke a land desolate
and call it peace. Mhey have trampled
the love of libeny (in the dust and
all for lust of pwer and place. A,
woman from Kaeas City sends mé
a paper with a pejech of a Grand Ar-
my of the Repblfic orator op Deco-
ration Day, In vhifh he states that he
wishes every [(omhfererate monument
was burfed In bottomless ocean,
and other vinfegkive thinge, and she
wants me to wer it. No, it Is no
use, That Gr & Army of the Repub-
lie 1s full of, t such contemptible
creatures, an an't answer them all,
It & a stan curee to the peace
of the land, the ball roll on, Turn
Angelina—plg F pong, ding dong, ding
dong bell. Jef will survive the wreck
of matter the crush of worlds.

And so I fenft off to sleep murmur-
ing, there
two for a

o Grand Army. It is a
el or four to one con.
cern, If Lepuldn't fight better than
that, I'l ai)dgize and hide out. Some
of them n here in Atlanta would
like to %@ friends, but they have
never aff ‘Jgized and the way they do
remind, 4e of the cld couplet:
“I knowha't you say that you love me,
But wh‘y did you kick me down stairs.”

Ping/-pong—ding—dong—Turn, Ans
gellna~Wish I was well enough to
work in my garden~Bill Arp, in At-
lanta Coustitution.

My, Wl‘ Ting-fang acquired his pun-
English in London. He was a

[ pos

tory.
“Yes, but he always insists on polg
ahead and proving it"” — Washingtey

that girl?

-

t Were True,

great men oft reming
make our livey sublimg

(If ithrue that time
If fonly have the time

6 money)

~Baltimope New;

‘ender Heartea, b

Storyteller—"“Tlere, there, dogk
) You know the shavke dido't py “

sime."”

he Listener—“That's just it! 1
gorry for the poor, hungry sharky

New York Journal,

Too Sincere, 4
“My hushand often says that hig Qigd

“That

tar.

“Do you

Puck.

to”

“Yes.

ton Stak,

the end,”

Free Pregs,

witness,

ent fn the Middle Temple in 18747
wayd known by his prgpgl;u{ un-
outiceable name of Mg Choy. Sub-

London  Chroni-

the custom of adopting an

official name, Ting-fang is said to |

mean “hall fragrance,” and is'intend-
ed to indicate that the one
eminent

LR

ndlug-r ”

1

apon "which T

ition might be worse,"
fent looking woman, ]
sounds gentle and concllip]

it.

sild the pad

Hin Wenkness, |
Albert — “Why, don't you recolleg
That's the givl you used
rave over last summer — call her g
‘poem’ and all that." ‘
Edward—"By Jove! so it is! T neva
could commit a ‘poem’ to memory,"s
Harper's Bazar, ]

Deseriptive,

Bacon—"Who is that short, thid
man over there?"
Egbert—"Are you blind? That ¥
Ig tall and slim."”
Bacon—"Oh, you baven't talked fo
him, He's short of money and thid
in the head,”—Yonkers Statesman,

Known Too Late,
remember,
Grumps, “when you asked me to min
ry you?”
“Yes," saild Mr, Grumps,
“And I said ‘Yes? "

“I remember
11d talk too mueh."—Washington St

"
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An Odd Case.

“Why, the first publisher the,
was offered to accepted it, and

od that it would be a phenomentl §
cess!"
“That's very strange.
of & hook Deing a success, until at e
n dozen publishers had declined il

ik

1 never hes

Eeonomy.

“Charley. dear,” said youpg Al
Torking, “I dld just what you told m

“You mean about economizing”
Ingtend of
steak, I bought porterhouse.
nearly so large, you know."—Washing

buying gitlo
It |

B

Wise—~“A college education payh

The Reason.

|

Wrong—"How so?"
Wise—“Well, my son has &
pitelr for $2000 next season.

.

————
How Tt Might Be Spoker.
“1 saw him,” ‘sald the comp
“gteel a bammer
Mardware store and bolt for e

e

he had riv
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